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	JeanMarco Horse Fic

The house was silent, aside from the slight breeze that knocked the screen door against the frame, old hinges squeaking with rust. Marco had waited all morning for this silence to fall. It meant his father had finally fallen asleep again. He opened his bedroom door and ran down the old stairs, slowing as he passed the living room. He peeked his freckled face around the corner.

_Just as I thought._ Empty bottles littered the dirty carpet. Marco's father lay snoring on the dirty armchair. He had been like this since Marco's mother had died, a bloody suicide 6 months after Marco's older brother died in the war against the Titans. Now Marco was old enough to leave, to leave the dirty farmhouse and his unstable father behind.

_I'm not going to join the army,_ Marco thought to himself as he grabbed a pre-packed bag of his possessions and slid on his boots, opening the screen door. _I'm just going to run away…I'm old enough to live on my own now. _He stepped out onto the porch, the afternoon sunlight reflecting off his brown hair. He put a smile on that freckled face of his and made his way to the grassy area behind the house. He always thought of it as a pasture, but most of the fencing had rotted away months earlier. A lone horse stood in the empty field, forever loyal despite the fact Marco had run out of money to feed him months ago.

The sunlight gleamed off the horse's light caramel coat. Marco had raised him from the time he was a baby, and they had a special bond. The horse trotted up to Marco. "Hey, Jean!" Marco patted the horse's side, his only friend in the world. "Ready for a little adventure? We're running away from this dump, together!" He thought he saw a light in Jean's eyes. Sometimes he thought Jean could understand what he was saying, and Marco sometimes spoke for the both of them, imagining how Jean would respond if he could talk.

_*An adventure?! Sounds awesome, let's go!*_ Jean seemed to say. Marco laughed, the sunlight shining off his teeth.

"Alright, Jean. This is gonna be the best!"

* * *

><p>Marco was tired. He was more than tired. He was exhausted. He didn't know it was possible to be this tired. Every muscle in his legs ached, even his back and shoulders. <em>Who would've thought that walking would be so fucking exhausting?!<em> Marco would've sighed if he had the extra breath, but it was all he could do to keep sucking air into his aching lungs, which felt like they were about to shatter in his chest.

Jean walked next to him, his golden coat gleaming in the setting sun, the energy in his step never wavering. They had been walking for what seemed like years to Marco, even though it was only their fourth day on the run. They stayed away from towns, instead taking to the endless grassy fields that went on and on forever.

The long green grass tickled at Marco's knees, which felt like they were about to pop off. He stopped for a moment, looking around, seeing nothing but field stretching in each direction. _I need to rest…_ There had to be at least a few hours of daylight left, but he couldn't go on any longer. There was a big oak tree ahead, and he made that his goal, the only thought in his mind, before he started walking again, every muscle in his legs screaming for him to stop.

_Almost there…_ Marco's breath rasped in his throat, his spine painfully hunched over as he carried his bag of possessions over his shoulder. _Nice and shady…rest…_ Jean snorted next to Marco.

_*Wow, you're tired already?*_ Jean seemed to say, tossing his head pretentiously. Marco would've glared at him if he had enough energy to move the muscles in his face. Instead he devoted his remaining energy to moving one leg forward at a time. It took what felt like hours, but soon Marco felt the cool shade on his face, falling forward on the soft grass under the tree.

Marco panted, tossing his bag to the side, sweat dripping down his body. Jean stood beside him as he ripped his sweat-soaked shirt over his head, chest heaving as he struggled to breathe. _*Wow, you're pathetic,*_ Jean let out a soft whinny of laughter, and Marco stared up at him.

"Shut…up…" Marco's voice was hoarse, and he closed his eyes. He felt Jean's soft nose on his chest, his skin quivering against the delicate touch. He let out a sigh, reaching up to rub between Jean's ears, his eyes cracking open to see the beautiful gold-coated horse above him. "Jean…" his voice was a whisper.

* * *

><p><strong>So yah, sorry for the super short first chapter, but I ran out of time xD<strong>

**Next chapter will be uploaded soon and will get into all the good smutty parts ;)**

**Review and all that shiz, tell me what you think about this weird fic that I for some reason thought was a good idea...Thanks for reading!**


End file.
